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fallen a victim to his extraordinary tendencies in that direction. 

Yet I feel that a proper regard for his memory compels me to 
say that in his halcyon days he scorned the slightest approach to 
underhanded play on his own part, nor would he tolerate it for a 

a man who had cheated him at cards at the Ozark saloon at Carson 
City, the place of my present abiding. He had lost a couple of 





discharged, as the honorable court had n< 
the case except to read a sharp reproof 


attorney, that the deceased had a large family to support, was 
swept aside by the court as having but scant relevancy to a matter 
which was pure and simple self-defense, and nothing else that the 


The killing of Hickey, however, did not seem to satisfy Bigler, 

think the State should reimburse him. As no move was made in 
that direction, he vowed that, as cheating was recognized in Nevada, 
he should in the future take care of himself, and other people could 

He lost at cards and he lost at stocks, and finally had to hire 

known each other in the mines, and been chummy in the old days, 
but Bradley had become a millionaire now, and there was a gulf 
between them. The only common ground they met on was the 
inborn disposition each had to gamble on anything that possessed 

the slightest ingredient of chance. Bradley considered himself 

something of a weather sharp, and liked above anything to bet on 

the possibilities of a rainstorm. He used to bet Bigler a month’s 
salary or any part of it on the weather, and Bigler, being dead 
game after the manner of his class, never failed to come to the 

Bradley for nothing. Noting the habits and peculiarities of 
Bradley, he made an important discovery. It was nothing less 
than the fact that a few days before the weather was bad Bradley 

was light headed or “ nutty,” so to speak. Pondering on this 
circumstance, Bigler figured out the scientific reason of it. Bradley 
had worked in a Virginia City pan mill before he was wealthy, 

been transformed into a human barometer, a natural product, as 
one might say, and much more reliable and sensitive than the 




















Although his spirits were at the top notch, he began at breakfast 
to complain of cold feet, and all da y he grew more pensive and 
melancholy. 

That night he asked Bigler to untie his shoe, advancing as a 












22 BIGLER'S BAROMETER. 

saw with horror his meteorological instrument getting | 
moment, this false prophet, now reduced to the pitifi 


He said that the cyclone he had expected had met wit 


















. the electric lights of 
1 man, he was only 







contented, freed from the blood guilt that had troubled her, and 
trusting wholly the man that watched and tended her so care* 
fully. 

What made Casey change from night shift to day shift nobody 
knew, any more than they knew why Casey always watched with 
hungry eyes the office door, by which, once a month or so, the 









IN THE POWER HOUSE. 7 

in the office suggesting aroing cross wires underground, or light- 

Strange it was that it never occurred to Casey that he was 
trifling with the affections of the Man-killer; that there was a 
possibility of terrifio revolt on her part when she realized how she 
had been deceived, and was asked to prostitute herself for the 
commission of the vile and cowardly crime he meditated.- It 
seems as if Casey, who had listened to and believed in the 
voioes of the juice, who knew and understood how the poor, orazy, 
mad thing used to shudder at her blood-guiltiness when the voices 
from the other machines cried out to her, “Shame I Shame I 
Shame I ” — it seems as though Casey ought to have had some sort 
of premonition of what would come. But as we have said before, 
besides listening too much to the talk of whirligig things, Casey 
was a red-eyed anarchist. 

The tragedy began in the foreordained and providential manner 
its author wished. The overture was chorused by the voices of the 
juice, and Casey was the only one who understood and grasped 

knew the President of the Great Company was outside in the 
office talking business with the Chief Engineer, preparatory to 
going the rounds of the dynamo room. The weather was espe- 

blackened the sky, and every now and then Casey could see 
white forks of lightning flash zigzagging across the skylight 

The Man-killer was telling her friend Westinghouse Number 4 — 
they were very familiar now — how happy she was freed from her 
hysterics and melancholy. 

“ My morbidness, dear,” she said, “ I have all put aside, and if 
I ever get the chance to do anything grand and noble,— like what 
you did the day you saved all those people in the trolley oar,— I 
shall do it. You see I ” 

Westinghouse Number 4, who was modest, blushed at this allu¬ 
sion to his heroism, and stammered out something about the pleasure 
it gave him to hear her good resolutions, and his confidence in her 
ability to beat him hollow if shehad a chance. 








whirligig things, 
Impatiently fin] 



























The Block of Bronze. 



b, prodding there, until he had punctured holes in 
rust in pretty much every country on the globe, 
r ten years of this sort of thing, he was back in his 
with a hat full of medals and decorations, and his 
explorer and archaeologist established throughout 


We had just returned from a dinner given in his honor by a 
local scientific body, and had adjourned to the library for a smoke 
and a chat before retiring. 






caravan. It was a small affair—a dozen camels, loaded, and as 
many horsemen. It was headed for the oasis, and would come no 
nearer to the pyramid. 

left the column, and followed closely by what seemed, at that dis¬ 
tance, a child, also mounted, rode rapidly towards me, the rest 
continuing on their way. When they got within several rods of 
me the pair pulled up, and the man, dismounting, stood quietly 
while his little companion proceeded to the pyramid and passed 





‘ Who are you, and what do you want?’ 

“ At this, my visitor came up close to me, replying as he did 
so, * Who I am matters little ; what I want you will give me in 
return for services I shall render you,’ 

“ I was astonished, as you may well suppose, but ere I could 
speak, he continued: 4 1 know you are Edward Van Zant, the ex¬ 
plorer. I know what you expect to find here, and how you have 
worked, without avail, until you have become discouraged. How 
I know these things concerns me alone. What concerns you is 
the fact that I, and I alone, can show you how to enter the tomb, 
which is here, as you surmise, and I will do so, provided you give 
me my choice of what you may find in it.’ 

44 Although amazed at the man's knowledge of me and my 
movements, and distrusting him instinctively, I determined to 
force his hand, if possible, and find out his demands and what he 
proposed to do. 

44 Inviting him to sit down on a block of stone at my side, I 
said, 4 You seem to know so much, and to be so powerful, why 
haven’t you opened this tomb yourself ? ’ 

44 4 Because,’ he replied, 4 to do so requires engineering skill and 
mechanical appliances, which it is impossible for me to obtain 
hereabouts.’ 

44 4 What do you require in payment for your services?’ was my 
next query. 

44 4 A mummy,’ he replied. 

44 4 A mummy ! ’ I exclaimed; 4 why, these are the things I am 
most anxious to find myself, and you may demand what is of the 


44 4 Listen,’said the man; ‘you will find bodies of kings and 
queens who lived at a time of which man has no record. These 
shall l>e yours, together with all the jewels and ornaments buried 
with them. You will also discover a case in which is the body of 

This ease and contents are all I ask, and I swear there is nothing 
in them that would be of value to you. As a guarantee that I am 
not trifling or trying to deceive you, take these; ’ saying which, 
he drew out a small pouch, from which he poured into my hands a 
















I will help you. The hlock iR — * 







shout of encouragement reached my ears, and I felt, rather than 
heard, quick blows falling upon the body of my assailant. 

“ The pressure on my throat relaxed, the terrible arms dropped 
from my shoulders, and I was free! 

“ I fell against the table, gasping for breath, but still conscious 
that another struggle was going on near me, and that Ali might 
be needing help, as I had. 

“ Pulling myself together, I turned to take a hand, when, as I 

we had resurrected! ^ 

“ There was no mistaking that stumpy, powerful body, or those 




























hair, and lighted by eyes that glittered behind shaggy, overfalling 
eyebrows; but to me — to me it was the face of an angel! 


I stood transfixed, doubting the evidence of my eyes. Then, 
with a sob of joy, I advanced slowly with arms upraised. The 
old man vanished, but a moment later I saw him creeping across 
the shelf over which the torrent flung itself. 

“StopI” I cried. “Don’t leave me! My God, don’t leave 
me! ” He made no answer, nor even glanced back. 

“ Stop! ” I shrieked again, in a frenzy of rage and cheated 
hope. “ Stop — or I’ll murder you! ” 


I raised the revolver, but dropped it with a cry of horror. The 
man had leaped for an overhanging bush, had slipped on the wet 
rocks and fallen from the shelf, clutching at the air. His body 





“ Unhappy wretch! ” I cried, “ could you not let me die without 





















which would enable me to make lenses hundrei 
powerful than had ever been dreamed of. 

been since, perhaps, the days of the savage, I bui 
here I lived and wrought. First, I made a mici 
with a high-grade electrical lens, and I can best 


have been enabled to study the ultimate atomic sti 






















water, and here I embarked. The stream still ran so swiftly that 
a paddle was needed only for purposes of steering, and after a 
time I noted with surprise that it was nothing else than an in¬ 
clined liquid plane, down which I shot with a rapidity that was 
exhilarating, but productive of not a little uneasiness. For a 
mile or two there was no break in the parallel walls of forest, 
but in time these gave way to precipitous banks of rock which 
rose gradually to a height of some thirty feet. I noted now with 
genuine alarm that the cafion was contracting at its crests and the 
watery plane becoming steeper; that I was being swept along, 
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his eye, and when the last great plate of glass, the making of 
which had so mystified the people of Kau, was in its place and 
firmly cemented, the flood-gate was opened and the water began 
slowly to rise about the crystal walls. 

A few months later Frederio Vining wrote to Marcia Tait: 














“ They have guns,” said a man whose father had been eaten in 
a Tongan feast, “twenty, thirty guns, and they can shoot 
straight.” 







“I know not, but I know they can shoot, and they shoot 

“Well, we’ll have some target practice, this afternoon. You, 
Nerido, shall be captain. How many men can you muster ? ” 

“ Plenty men with spears, but only ten with guns, and the men 
of Tonga have twenty, thirty.” 

“ Yes, but there are the torpedoes to blow up the war canoes. 
I will show you how to use them. And there are the little 
battery and the mortar. We can keep them off.” 

“We try hard, chief,” said Nerido, bowing and going forth to 

Day after day went by and the waters lay calm about the 
grew, Vining took up his experiments again and made good prog- 


































































prowl in the passage like a wild beast. There was no entry that 
way. Quick! To the water, while there was yet time. Stripping 
herself to her dark skin, she plunged into the lake and swam like 
a fish toward the glass house. There was no better swimmer or 



** Why, the place is flooded ! ” he cried. He turned a knob at 
his side and the electric lights above and below the water glowed 
sharply, lighting up every comer of the room. He saw the girl 
rising, but soon she dove down again. Both of them could see 
where the takus waved gently toward the wall, as if in a slight 
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OR seven years and a half it remained the most 
stupendous of mysteries — that perplexing and 
incredible event which took place on the night 
of the 28th of June, 1891. Black magic seemed 
the only possible explanation, and, except those 
who are Theosophists, we do not believe in 








worker, riveter, fitter and machinist took up his dinner pail and 
marched home, leaving the half-completed framework looking like 
an army of dissipated gibbets. 

The president not only declined to reinstate the discharged 
men, but announced his intention of completing his building by 

sympathetic strike was ordered by the stone and brick masons and 
the other Unions concerned. Mr. Morrison thereupon instructed 
his foremen to engage none but non-Union labor, and as there was 
an insufficient supply of this at hand he imported it from Penn¬ 


sylvania and New York. This action aroused the greatest indig- 












d, but day after day the petty 
‘ police. Under such circum- 

















the early sun shone clear, a distant clock struck five. Everything 
was natural and as it should be, except that terribly incompre¬ 
hensible vacancy. 


Two or three other men now appeared on the spot, and they 
likewise stood petrified with sheer amazement. It is a dreadful 
thing, and near akin to madness, when you chance upon some¬ 
thing that the brain positively refuses to accept, in spite of the 
testimony of the senses. Some approached the spot and poked 
about cautiously in the air, vaguely fancying that in some myste- 








loss. It was suspected that prominent Labor chieftains might 
know something of the secret, but nothing could be gained by 
this suspicion, for the mode of operation could not even be 
guessed at. The newspapers at last put forward a suggestion 
that the entire city had been hypnotized by some unknown agency 
and that the building was really there all the time, and this absurd 





































Deaths.’ 






something, and I awoke. 


The scene, of which I was protagonist, was a curious one. A 
glance sufficed to inform me that I lay on the cabin floor of some 
gentleman’s yacht, in a most uncomfortable posture. On either 
side, grasping my arms and working them up and down like 
pump handles, were two peculiarly clad, dark-skinned creatures. 
Though conversant with most aboriginal types, I could not con¬ 
jecture their nationality. Some attachment had been fastened 

machine I shall next describe. My nostrils, however, had been 
closed, forcing me to breathe through the mouth. Foreshortened 
by the obliquity of my line of vision, I beheld two tubes, similar 
to small hosing but of different composition, which emerged from 









e fascinating ones embraced 
. Haying been thoroughly 
fundamentals, he rapidly ex- 


as the scientific world had 






sanity. I can but say that he was the most abnormal specimen of 
cold-blooded cruelty I have ever seen. 


After having penetrated the dual mysteries of physiology and 
psychology, his thought had led him to the verge of a great field, 
for which, the better to explore, he began studies in higher or¬ 
ganic chemistry, pathology, toxicology and other sciences and 
sub-sciences rendered kindred as accessories to his speculative 
hypotheses. Starting from the proposition that the direct cause 







I was subjected to a constant s 
guarded by one or the other oi 





some of my suggestions or alterations put into effect. After such 
events I would smile grimly, conscious of officiating at my own 

He began by inaugurating a series of experiments in toxicology. 
When all was ready, I was killed by a stiff dose of strychnine and 
allowed to lie dead for some twenty hours. During that period 
my body was dead, absolutely dead. All respiration and circula¬ 
tion ceased; but the frightful part of it was, that while the proto¬ 
plasmic coagulation proceeded, I retained consciousness and was 
enabled to study it in all its ghastly details. 

The apparatus to bring me back to life was an air-tight cham¬ 
ber, fitted to receive my body. The mechanism was si inple — a 
few valves, a rotary shaft and crank, and an electric motor. When 
in operation, the interior atmosphere was alternately condensed and 
rarefied, thus communicating to my lungs an artificial respiration 
without the agency of the hosing previously used. Though my 
body was inert, and, for all I knew, in the first stages of decom¬ 
position, I was cognizant of everything that transpired. I knew 
when they placed me in the chamber, and though all my senses 
were quiescent, I was aware of hypodermic injections of a com¬ 
pound to react upon the coagulatory process. Then the chamber 

but the circulation became gradually restored, the different organs 
began to cany on their respective functions, and in an hour’s time 
I was eating a hearty dinner. 

It cannot be said that I participated in this series, nor in the 
subsequent ones, with much verve; but after two ineffectual 

was becoming accustomed. My father was beside himself at his 
success, and as the months rolled by his speculations took wilder 

classes of poisons, the neurotics, the gaseous and the irritants, but 
carefully avoided some of the mineral irritants and passed the 

quite accustomed to dying, and had but one mishap to shake my 
growing confidence. Scarifying a number of lesser blood vessels 





mysterious forces, those delicate bonds which held my soul to my 
body, were still in action. The resultants of all other poisons 



Another series of delightful experiments was with electricity. 
We verified Tesla’s assertion that high currents were utterly 
harmless by passing 100,000 volts through my body. As this did 
not affect me, the current was reduced to 2,500, and I was quickly 



took four hours to bring me back. 


Once, he superinduced lockjaw; but the agony of dying was 
so great that I positively refused to undergo similar experiments. 
The easiest deaths were by asphyxiation, such as drowning, 
strangling, and suffocation by gas; while those by morphine, 
opium, cocaine and chloroform, were not at all hard. 

Another time, after being suffocated, he kept me in cold 
storage for three months, not permitting me to freeze or decay. 
This was without my knowledge, and I was in a great fright on 
discovering the lapse of time. I became afraid of what he might 
do with me when I lay dead, my alarm being increased by the 
predilection he was beginning to betray toward vivisection. The 














The Horn of Marcus Brunder.* 


■ ICKING his way carefully through the crowded 
down-town streets I had often noticed a strange, 
bent figure — a man of remarkably shrewd and 
intelligent face — but having the appearance of 
premature age and wearing that look peculiar 
to those deprived of some important faculty. 
What he lacked I could not conjecture. At first I thought the 
shrewd eyes might be sightless, but the man never hesitated in 
taking a step among the whirling vehicles. Then deafness sug¬ 
gested itself as the old man’s infirmity, but was in turn dismissed. 
The enormous horn slung to a strap across his shoulder did not 
resemble a speaking trumpet — it looked more like an immense 
megaphone, except for its gracefully curved outliues and hand¬ 
some enamel and nickel finish. The peculiarity that attracted 
most attention — one at which almost every idle pedestrian stopped 
to stare —was the odd-looking old man’s inveterate habit of hitch¬ 
ing up one shoulder and frequently bringing the smaller end of 














w Why,” concluded the excited inventor in a buret of enthu¬ 
siasm, “ it would make this bedlam of an office as quiet and peace¬ 
ful as a village church. 


“ But it will take just a little money,” he continued with an 
appealing glance. “ Simply for a few preliminary experiments ; 
and, if there’s anything at all in it — there’s a fortune I ” 



last it was twelve-gauge copper and insulating tape, and slowly, 
with the aid of sundry and numerous five and ten-dollar bills the 
marvellous mechanism went together. 


Brunder, from time to time, reported good progress and finally 
came in one afternoon with the startling, and to me most unex¬ 
pected announcement, that the thing actually would work. 

“ Not perfectly by any means, just yet — for it’s full of flickers 
and stutters and skips — something like a phonograph; but just 


I did—and also a check for fifty. 

At the end of that time he came in, exultant. 

We shut the ventilators so he could talk, and he imparted to 







j little eighth story back room which he uses as a sort of 
nd laboratory. 

first thing my eyes fell upon, as I opened the door, was a 
ieoe of mechanism, which might have been anything from 
ibator to a steam mangle, and which emitted a low droning. 






























































white shoulders, and sat through the 
indifferent. At the beginning of the 1 
and gathering together her shimmering 
was the introduction to the world of ! 


in Red. 




















“ Do come out into the garden — it is insufferably hot in here ! ” 

“ I should think,” said the young man at length, as they strolled 
through the shrubbery, “ that your mask would lie unbearable ! ” 

“ Then why not take it off ? ” 

“ I did not come out to talk of that.” 

“But perhaps I did!” The British shoulders squared them¬ 
selves aggressively. 

The woman made no reply, but continued her occupation of list¬ 
lessly slipping a ring up and down her finger. 

“ Oh, I have dropped it! ” she suddenly cried, and stooped 
quickly to search for it The low branch of a tree caught in the 
coils of her yellow hair. To free it she impatiently drew up her 
head. There was a sharp click, as of the release of a metal catch, 
and the velvet mask, loosened, fell softly to the ground. She 
made an inarticulate noise in her throat, and her hands were 



a little buzz of conversation. Tongues wagged briskly while eyes 
were fastened on the whirling wheel. 

“ What has become of our English friend ? ” asked one. 

“ Gone home,” was the answer from another across the table. 
“ Perhaps the heat went to his head! ” He tapped his forehead 
significantly. 

Gradually the wheel slowed down, and the ball was about to 
settle with its customary click. Gamblers leaned over the table 
to see the result of their bets. The slowly rolling sphere was just 
dropping into No. 121 No, it has settled into the adjoining com- 






jeu, a vivid bit of color under the glittering lights of the splendid 
apartment 

Early the next morning she was found lying on the marble 
steps of the Casino, dead in her scarlet dress. The stain trailing 
along the snowy marble had been scarlet, too, but was now turning 
to a reddish brown. In one fine, strong hand was tightly clutched 
a folded note. The servants and people who gathered in trem- 
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Ely's Automatic Housemaid.* 


BY ELIZABETH W. BELLAMY. 

N order for a man to have faith in such an inven¬ 
tion, he would have to know Harrison Ely. 
For Harrison Ely was a genius. I had known 
him in college, a man amazingly dull in Latin 
and Greek and even in English, but with ideas 
of his own that could not be expressed in 
language. His bent was purely mechanical, and found expression 
in innumerable ingenious contrivances to facilitate the study to 
which he had no inclination. His self-acting lexicon-holder was a 

to increase the tenacity of his mental grasp upon the contents of 
the volume, and so did little to recommend him to the faculty. 
And his self-feeding safety student-lamp admirably illuminated 
everything for him save the true and only path to an honorable 

It had been years since I had seen him or thought of him, but 
the memory is tenacious of small things, and the big yellow enve¬ 
lope which I found one morning awaiting me upon my breakfast- 
table brought his eccentric personality back to me with a rush. 
It was addressed to me in the Archimedean script always so 
characteristic of him, combining, as it seemed to do, the principles 
of the screw and of the inclined plane, and in its superscription 
Harrison Ely stood unmistakably revealed. 

It was the first morning of a new cook, the latest potentate of 
a dynasty of ten who had briefly ruled in turn over our kitchen 
and ourselves during the preceding three months, and succes¬ 
sively abdicated in favor of one another under the compelling in¬ 
fluences of popular clamor, and in the face of such apolitical crisis 
ray classmate’s letter failed to receive immediate attention. Un¬ 
fortunately but not unexpectedly the latest occupant of our 




ELY’S AUTOMATIC HOUSEMAID, 
culinaiy throne began her reign with no conspicuous ref 
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with that smile — O God, t 
England. You know the r 
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perfectly safe. Aft 








notorious bandit, who for many months had terrorized the Vera 
Cruz country. Ward, having proved himself able to cope with all 
the dangers of the region, at once returned and systematically 
gathered all his desired specimens, and then departed for Yucatan, 
where the remainder of his vacation was pleasantly, safely and 
profitably spent. 


Against the wall in the scientist’s library rests a rifle. It is sil¬ 
ver mounted and beautifully carved, with its rich ebony stock 
artistically inlaid with curious designs in ivory. Ward prizes it, 
not so much because it was once the property of a man who would 
have taken his life in a far-away country, but because it is a souve¬ 
nir of a problem which his science solved. 





On the Turn of a Coin.* 


















The Transposition of Stomachs.* 
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“Stephen, I cannot.” 

The utter misery in her voice 
thought that she would yield. 

“ Eleanor, I love you—you love me. Say that you love me, 
sweet, and let me take you out into God’s sunlight, away from 
this horror. You have expiated your sin long ago — you have 
suffered enough. Let this agony end now, my beloved! ” 

Never did greater agony look out from more beautiful human 

“ No, Stephen, my expiation is only about to begin. Elise was 
just entering into love when I killed her. I am just entering into 
love, Stephen — O Stephen, T never dreamed that any one would 


ago!” 

She began to sob, tearless sobs that seemed to cause her physi¬ 
cal agony — sobs more piteous than a rain of tea’-s. Klendenning 
went over and knelt beside her where she had sunk upon the 
divan. He put his arms about her and drew her passionately to 
him, whispering the mad things that lovers say—the words of the 
divine unreason. 

had felt the clinging of something soft upon his hand, and then a 
dart like fire through his veins. 

But Eleanor had seen, and had tom the dreadful Spider from 











The Black Cat 
$5,100 Story Contest 


In announcing the result of the Prize Story Competition which closed 
March 31, the publishers desire to express their appreciation of the extra¬ 
ordinary interest taken in the contest on all sides. They wish at the same 
time to congratulate the hundreds of thousands of readers of The Black 
Cat upon the excellence of the stories secured for its pages. As in pre¬ 
vious competitions, the result proves the correctness of the belief upon 
which The Black Cat was founded and upon which its success has been 
achieved — the belief that the art of story writing is not confined to any 
section or any class of the intelligent people of such a country as this — 
that it is not an accomplishment possessed solely by a favored few whose 
names have become “ household words,” but that, when furnished with an 
adequate incentive in the form of prompt, liberal compensation, and assured 
of simple justice, there are in every community, bright men and women 
capable of cleverly telling a fascinating story. As will be seen, the follow¬ 
ing list represents all sections and contains but four names that have 
appeared among the prize winners heretofore. 

While in the present contest $4,200 was offered for stories, the sum 
of $5,100 has been paid for the following reason : Two prizes of $200 were 
offered, but four stories of those submitted were deemed equally worthy of 
such a prize. The sum was therefore doubled and $800 instead of $400 
was paid—$200 for each. And while three prizes of $150 were offered, 
four stories were deemed equally worthy of such a prize, for which reason 
$150 was paid for each. Again, the writers of six stories unsuccessful in 
the competition received $350 for them, thus making the total sum paid 

$5,100, instead of $4,200. 

While tbp following men and women, as well as hundreds of others in all 
parts of the world whose names have appeared as contributors to The 
$lack Cat, are living witnesses to the fairness, honesty and promptness 









He alone of all the family knew my condition and the step I was 
about to take. Why worry the rest, and give them the anxiety of 
waiting for the news ? I was in good hands. Dr. Jerrold was my 
classmate and devoted to me. I thought of all this dimly, as I 
lay myself out with the help of my old chum and his assistant. 
A black-eyed nurse flitted in and out, bringing things. The light 
blazed into my eyes, and the pain in my right groin was hot and 










again. My temperature would not go down — my pulse beat wildly. 
The doctor finally administered opiates. 

The days that followed were terrible beyond description. I 
could not grasp the awful thing that had happened. I doubted 
my sanity. But as conviction grew that I was not a victim of a 
delusion, but of some amazing change, I fought that theory with 
all the will in me. I felt trapped and cruelly abused. I could 
confide nothing of my trouble or I risked the insane asylum. So 
I fought the fearful battle out alone, and the horror of it came 
near unsettling my reason. Often I had recourse to touching 
something to make sure I was not mistaken — the coverlid, the 
medicine bottles, the spoons; each served as a focus for my poor 
wits. But the accuracy of my vision and touch, with the logical 
sequence of my life, convinced me finally that, whatever had hap¬ 
pened to my soul — this body, at least, was in normal surround- 

At last, after days of misery, I became sufficiently master of my¬ 
self to begin to make an effort to discover my new personality. 
But the instant I asked questions my doctor and nurse became 
alarmed. So I took the part of silence, and they thought me 





“ You did ? When?” 

“ Two years ago — we had splendid sport.” 

“ Who chaperoned ? ” 

M Nobody; there weren’t any ladies — ” 

“ No ladies! ” 

“No. There was some talk of Mrs. Q. coming up; 
rather preferred keeping bachelors’ hall.” 

Then Tom began humoring me. “ Of course, Polly, dear' 
“ Say,” I went on, “ I want awfully to see Dr. Jerrold 
you manage it ? Ask what’s-his-name, the Medico, to get 


















well — wait, think it 


“ Polly 1 Polly! ” he urged. “ You’re not 
over. You’re not your true self now.” 

I shook my head. “ I know,” I answered. “ But everything is 
changed since I was ill, everything — please don’t make it hard 
for me.” 

We drove on in silence. He helped me up the steps when we 
reached home, and left me in charge of “ Mother! ” 

“ Was it a pleasant drive, dear? ” she asked. 

I nodded. “ I’ve broken my engagement,” I said bluntly, 

When I reached my room — full of feminine fripperies — I 
gasped with relief. Polly shouldn’t marry Tom anyway — but— 
but—what a base advantage I had taken of my tenure of her 
will 1 I hated myself while I rejoiced. I spent a restless night. 

The next day came a note, this time by post, from Polly, 

































The man’s manner and wor 
handed him the coveted doll 
man skilfully laid it open w 
watch, and from a series of to: 
of the coin, bright globules c 
his finger-tips. 




















heavy as lead he stepped o\ 
sion greeted Sergeant Lav 
party, who came up first, 
the gloomy hut, and lingeret 
ant, as with ever-lightening 









Are You 
Insured 

Against the Blues? 

And are the friends and fellow-travelers, the strangers and fellow-vaca¬ 
tionists with whom you are to spend the summer—are they insured f 
Every properly equipped 

Vacation Gripsack 


should contain the Insurance against the Blues which we furnish, post¬ 
age paid, for 50 cents. 

Here is what it consists of: 
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There 
pressed n 




























[ explained the terrible situation to her. The 
i was ebbing away, and Jacob, that dark angel of 
it into his head to call early. 







